EPILOGUE

I waited, playing desultory darts with the only other
customer. I then enjoyed a luncheon of pressed beef,
lettuce, tomatoes, and cheese which I should never have
obtained without importunity. There was some excuse
there; callers were probably almost unknown. But eggs
are available everywhere. It is commonly remarked that
in some regards the tests for publicans are more severe
than those for clergymen. For myself I should like to
see it laid down that no one should have a licence
without passing an examination in omelettes and
salads and guaranteeing to keep grated Parmesan
cheese, and not to charge high table-d'hote prices for
these things either.

In Hertfordshire I know a man who must be one of the
few Italian publicans in the English countryside. He is
an aged man, a retired chef who was at Claridge's, and
to see his pleasure in serving minestrone and whatever
else one wants, evoked by his own skilled hand, is to
have one's own pleasure doubled. This quite apart from
his charming frankness and humour, his admirable wife,
and the superb pictures of birds and foliage which he
makes out of gold, azure, vermilion and green snippets
of cigar-bands. Where is there an Anglo-Saxon host
like that, jolly companions though many of them are
when they talk about racing or the foibles of politicians?
But I draw to an end, and closing time.

There came, and for the first time in this rainy dismal
summer, some days of intense heat. Riding by day in
breeches and gaiters was no pleasure, with spectacles
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